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That has been at the back of my mind all these years, and you see it has come true. I wonder if it would have been better to let him start in the John Williams, as he proposed, and get a complete rest. But there is no use in asking oneself such questions ; it seemed so unwise then, and who could foresee what was to happen ?
Lafaele told us that when he was on his way to milk the cows a very short time before Louis was struck down, he saw him throw open the Venetian shutters of his window, and gaze up at the top of Vaea Mountain; when he noticed Lafaele he waved his hand, and called talofa to him quite cheerily. . . .
The heather has arrived safely, and we covered an anchor-shape with it, and yesterday I took it up Vaea. The ladies of the Papauta school had wished to take up a wreath, and another friend had sent one of white immortelles ; so yesterday I climbed the mountain once more, with Sosimo and Mitaele to help us, and we laid our wreaths on the dear resting-place, and planted some frangipani. It was looking very lovely, and all the colour has been washed out of the Tongan decorations, but that was little loss. There was a wonderful silence and peace up there, under a sky grey enough for once to recall the home he loved so well.
I have little heart to write of other things. Four of our boys are ill with a prevailing epidemic that some say is influenza, and others call